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of whin and still afire with blossom. There are many poplars, their leaves in every shade of autumn beauty, from lemon-yellow to deepest gold; and in the distance rise the snow-clad peaks of a fine range of mountains. I was prepared for the English look of the great Canterbury plains, but to find the mountains here too was a surprise and joy to me.
. . . On Wednesday Mr. S------ took me to
the Maori pah at Kaiapoi, where he and his wife lived for so long; I saw Maoris practically for the first time, and went to the school to hear the children sing hymns, which they do remarkably well. I cannot but think them inferior to our Samoan Islanders, though I saw many pleasant and intelligent faces among them; but European clothes do vulgarise all these brown people so terribly. It is a pity that the ugliest style of dress in existence seems destined to overrun the world. , . . Also, so far as I can judge from the very little I have seen of them, the Maoris are precisely arrived at the most unbecoming stage of civilisation, and are no longer picturesque; for instance, I saw no tatoo-ing at all, and I believe it is given up. Yet it is not very many years since there was a veritable trade (or so they say) in the heads of dead Maoris, as specimens of what the art of tatooing could achieve!
I feel as if it were my duty to give you something in the way of local information before I